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GOUOD od - fushioned
Chris'has, with the
logs upon the heatth,

‘The table flled with
foastors, an'the rocm
n=roar "th mirth,

With the stockin's
crummed 1o bu'stin’,
an'the medders piled
"Ith snow —

okl-
had so long ago!

A good

!

|

prople of our set. Do try and come
out of vour shell of uncongenlality
for once.”

“And shrivel in the hypocritical
glare of £alse friendship and hollow
pleasure®® he interrupted bitterly,
“No, sister. I thank you, but a quiet
corner fer me. 1 am tired—I1 am
weary of all this show, vanity and
vitln labor.  Five vears a drudge, flve
more a eynleal, flint-hearted money-
maker, and what is the recompense?”

His sister stared at him in amaze-
ment. The recompense! Was the
mwan going mad? Wealth, soclal emi-
neace, a proud name! What heights
could possibly lay beyond that pinna-
cle of carthly grandeur and success?

“Excuse me for to-night,” pleaded
Penrith.  *I am tired of it all. Oh,
it out of it all 1 could extract one
grain of comfort, one genuine emo-
tionof enjoyment—something akin to
the old boyish zest—something tangi-
ble!™

something tangible! He dwelt on

shioned Chriv'mas ke W€ | ¢y weoprds at the stately dinner table,

They lingered with him as he tried

BNow thut's the thing I'd like to see ug'in | to settle down to a quict smoke in the

wloro 1 die,
I'I'm. Ohris’mas in the city hers—It's dif-
| ferent, uh my!
Vith the crowded hastle-bustle of
! slu:hy, noisy stroet,
A’ the scowl upon the faces of the stran-
gers that you meok

the

Oh, there's boyin', plenty of It, of a lot o

| HOrgeous Toys;

u' It takes a mint o'
E modern girls and boys.
¥uy, I mind the time a jack-knife an’ a
‘ toffy-lump for me
Made my 4ittle heart sn' stockin' fus'

chiock-tull of Chris'mas glee

l.ﬁu‘ there's feastin®. Think o' fexdin® with
| these stuck-up elty folk!
P\‘h_\', ve have to speak In whispers, san® ye
dar'sn't cruck o Joke

remember how the tables looked all
crowded with your kin,

you couldn't Lewr a whistle blow
noross the merry din!

Euu see I'm #o old-fushloned-like 1don't

T hon

]
Wien

care much for style,
n' to eat your Chrls'mas banquets here 1
| wouldn't go n mileg
‘ol rather have, like Solomon, & good yarb-
dinner st
{(With veul old friends than turkle soup with
| wll the nobs you'd get

|

Theto's my nest-door neighbor Gurley—

! fancy how lis brows "u'd 1t

31 1'd holler sMerry Chris'mas! Cauzht, old

11 fellow, Chris'mas gift!»

Lardy~-Lord, 1°d like to try 1!

e~ nourly have u fit.

Tlang this city stiffness, any ways,
get usad to it

Guess he'd

I cun't

Mhen your henret 15 képt a-swellin® il It
noarly bu'st your sida,

IAn' by night your Juws were achin’

| you smiles four inches wide,

JlAn' your enemy, the wo'stone, you “d just
grab his haad, an'sny!

sAlebhie. both of us was wronz, John. Come,

’ lot's shake I's Chrls'mus Dayi®

with

Mighty Hitle
dwell "tween clty walls,

!'“'Imu' ench spowillake hings a soot-flake
fur o brother us it fulls;

'Wighty Mitle Chris'mas spirit!

| pinin’, don't you know,

For & good old-fashioned Clhirls'mnas llke we
had s) long ago

| Century

An'" I'm

SOMETHING TANGIBLE.
E was tired; the look
ol ennui on the
stern, cold face, the
drawn expression
about the eyes, the
listless pose of the
A body, the
uncertain
ing of the thid, ner-
vous fingers bespoke
it, vérifled 1t, made
it certain.

Yes; he was tired.
As he glanced about
his elegant offices,
now deserted by the
clerks for the New Year's holiday,
Yhe suggestion of wealth, power, and
high financial standing had no eharm
fto evoke enthusiasm.  To Richard
T*enrith the handsome balance in the
dedger, the princely securities locked
mp in the mass've safe, the plump
bank account at the great trust insti-

| natural it

library., "There arose in his mind a
geture of the past. It was poverty,
obscurity then: but a thought of the
bare-footed rambles through the
woods, of the real coziness of the lit-
tle attic-room baeck at the old home-
stead, of ambitions tinged with ideal

money to please | sentiment and glowing hopes, glorl-

fled the vears now dead.

He glanced from the window at
the dving day. Mournful, inexpres-
sibly cold, repellant, unlovely, seemed
the wilderness of stately mansions
and stiff, precise equipages on the
street without. How different the
dear old village where he was born!
The narrow streets, its quaint homes,

its heart-warming people floated
across his vision now, and seemed
part of another world.

It was not 8o very far away., That

little country town nestling among
the hills wasonly an hour's ride from
the great metropolis. Was he getting
sentimental? What was this strange
impulse that lured him to steal
thither like a thief ashamed, and try
to warm the frozen currents of his
dreary life at the ashes of a dead past?
Ah! the dear old town. How
looked! The old red
school-house, the rickety depot, the
broad common—once agiain, for the
first time in ten years, Richard Pen-
rith trod his native soil that night.
He wandered about the place like
an uneasy ghost haunting the scenes
of former experiences. He felt a
keen pang of actual cnvy as ne peered

| through the frost-crested windows of

Chirl'maos splrit Seems to |

| mame spoken

the homely village store, and saw its
proprietor, happy, screne, all one
glow of perfect delight over the
gathering in of an extra few dollars
for holiday bus'ness. Why! a turn of
stock in the city often meant a for.
tune for him, and yet scarcely stirred
a nerva

All heart, all sympathy, all human,
simple felicity! What a paradise,
compared to the hot-house, superfl-
cial life of the eity! He paused as a
by a bent, old man,
passing with a companion, struck
his ear with a shock.

“It’s. all Miss Naomi's doings, sir.

aimless 3 Bless her dear heart! She's nursed my
wander- | Wife back to health, she's got my boy

a situation, and we ain't the first

{ that angel of charity has helped.”

“Miss Hewitt is a great friend to
the poor; yes.”

Naomi — Miss Hewitt! Richard
Penrith stood stock still on the snowy
street. A slight flush surmounted
Lis brow, his eyes grew larger. then
tender.

Strange how he had forgotten her
—stranger still that after all these
vears the sudden recurrence of that
once treasured name could stir his
nature as it had not been moved for
nearly a decade!

He tried to smile at the memory of

tution across the way, were no more | their boy and girl love, but falled.

#t that moment

than a heap of | Something c¢hoked him as he walked

dross, a bundle of withered autumn |on, and paused to peer through the

leaves,

One o'clock in the afternoon; the | Yes,

clerks had gone home, and he sat lost

in glogmy, profitiess, motiveless rev- |

erie. Twe—he still stared at vacancy,
thinking of nothing, of everything:
wishing the wheels of business would

windows of a neat, pretty cottage.
there was the “best room”
brightly lighted, and old Mrs. Hewitt
seated knitting, surrounded by cozi-
ness and warmth. There was the
pretty  rustie porch. How often he
had kissed Naoml good-night under

never stop, fecling as lonely and out | the dew-spangled vines surrounding it.
of his clement in the festive pros | All was the same, only the vines were

pects of the next day, as if he was an
uncongenial spirit from another
world,

Three o'clock.

F'rom the stone-paved court below,
there was wafted to his hearing the
merry voices of young clerks
messenger boys engaging In  the

ranks and capers that followed the
Fa.-at “gottiing up” of the year. The
hearty, accents made
him wince.
since he

boyish

wis i boy!

and ‘

How lung it seemed |luctantly
How | stared suspiciously at him.

many years since he put love, emo- |

tion, every human sentiment, into a
scaled casket, buried it fathoms deep,
and became a sordid, money-making
machine! With a sigh, bitter and
resentful, he put on his hat, hurried
from the office, stepped Into his hand-
some carriage at the gurb below, and
was driven homeward down the mag-

4 nificent boulevard, one’of the richest,
certainly the most wretched, of men
in all the great city.

|

dead and drooping now, All was
the same. His heart gave a great
bound as the vivid lamplight showed
a little framed portrait on the wall;
his picture as he had been, treasured,
esteemed falthfully by the winsome
lass he had sacriflced to the cold,
evnical demands of gold.

He fell to wonderip r how Naoml
looked now. She was not visible
about the house, and he strolled re-
on, and passing people
He fol-
lowed the concourse. “Ah, another
reminder of the past, the old chureh,
its glowing portals an open welcome
to all the weary, and hungered, and
penitent.

He entered and glided toan ob-
seure pew. It took him back ten
vears. How a certain watch-night
meeting one New Year's Eve long
ago came back to his mind! Naomi
was there then, and he was her “com-
pany.” Why! Naomi was here now!

The ror“ilg of his prinpp‘y h”mpr Yes! his heart thrilled as he made her
oprned to admit him to luxury and | Out.

comfort a King might covet. His
sister, who directed In domestic af-
fairs and well ‘maintained the social
status of the establishment, met him,
attired with the elegance of a queen,

“Rtichard, we shall need you to-
night.”

He frowned Irritably.

“What is it now?" he queried.
| “A reception. I expect two gener-
pls, an artist, and some <f the best

Changed? Yes, as gentle years of
sympathy, and purity, and love for
fellow mankind change the face of a
saint. The glory of perfect woman-
hood in bher Kindly beaming eyes
made Richard Penrith shrink at a
sense of his own callous unworthi-
ness,

Angelie
night, surely,

influences were here to-
The white-haired

preacher seemed to appeal to his

heart as to a broghars  He was dis
tressed, awakened, and then a peace-
ful calin swayved his soul—he hated
the things he had loved, he reailzed
the hollowness of the bright bauble
he had striven for, helding at its call
only bitter dust and fight.

How his heart beat! It must have
been dead for vears? New Year's
chimes ringing, he stood on the
church poreh, he timorously ad-
vanced U9 the side of the trim, lov-
ing, fond woman he had watched all
the evening.

“Nanomi—>Miss IHewitt, do you not
rem 'mber me®*”

Her face paled, her little hand
trembled as he grasped it. Then her
souitl beamed out in honest welcome,
and then——

They were boy and girl again,
“keeping company,” walking home
from watch meeting as of yore, and
the holy stars smiled down.

Itichard Penrith bade Naomli
Hewitt good-by at the cottage porch
only to return the next day.

At evening he returned to the city
to be greeted with dismay at his un-
explained ahsence by his sister.

“You have alarmed us, Richard,
So unlike you, too. But you look bet-
ter. I declare! Youhaven't scemed
like your own self for an age. New
Year's resolutions, Richard?" she
laughed archly.

“Yes," replied the brother, his eyes
sparkling, “I have determined to turn
over a new leaf.”

“Indeed. Give up your cigars—
come out In society?"
“As a married man, yes."

“Richard:*

“I mean it, sister,” spoke Richard
Penrith, solemnly anl earnestly.
“This New Year's day has taught me
to value the true pleasures of life—
not wealth, not power, not pr.de.”

“Ah! You have found something
else, Richard?"

“Yes," replied Richard FPenrith,
tenderly. - “Back at my boyhood's
home, back where Naomi Is waiting
for me to claim her as my wife, I

hive found—somethinz tangible—
love!"” MancArRer MAHAN.

CHRISTMAS ON THE FARM.

The Day Should Be One of Joy and Hap-
plness in the Karal HHome.

Decausae the regular routine of
chores has to be gone through 365
days a year is no reason why Christ-
mas and other holidays should not be
days of gladness and good cheer upon
the farm.

Make the same provision the day
before, for the lessening the amount
of work that must be done, as you do
for Sunday; then let it be dong up as
quickly as possible as thorougzhness
will allow; and we believe in showing
“oood will” to even the dumb brutes
by giving them an extra allowince of
feed, either in gquality or quantity—
not that we think they have .any ap-
preciation of the day or mofive that
prompts it, but they will appreciate
the fact. The work done up, turn
about to have just as good a time as
po sible—a day full of joy and happi-
ness because the pleasure of others i3
sought more than the gratification of
self,

1f the home consists of only “wife
and 1." see that wife has as much at-
tention and “waiting on” as when you
were courting her.  Ifthere is‘sle!gh-
ing the old times can be all the better
revived, if not, and the wheeling is
not good, just make the day one of
the best in which to see your “girl.”

If the home nest has birdlings in it,
have a romp with these; if the “bird-
lings" have grown to be “great strap-
ping fellows,” show them that father
can be a boy with them and bave a
good time at hunting, trapping, or
whatever they choose.

It those who bless your home are
fair maldens of *‘sweet sixteen,” or
any other age, consult thelr wishes
and tastes as to how the day Is to be
used. Ip either of the last three
cases be sure the wife and mother is
consulted and her wishes put first,

Where there is hired help, have the
day a glad one for them, too, whether
they wish to seek enjoyment else-
where or in the home of their em-
ployer.

Americans do not take enough
holidays. American farmers do not
unbend often enough or long enough.
Try taking more leisure, begin with
New Year's, 1803, und continue at
intervals through the year, and see
if Christmas 03 does not find you
younger and less worn out than
Christmas 1892 did,

Fast Year's Ohristmas Gifts,

I wonder where last year's Christ-
mas presents are? A great many of
them have gone into the shades of
the dust bin, a great many of them
are nuisances around houses, a great
many of them have been kept to give
to scmebody else this year. I suppose
some of them have been and are re-
ligiously kept. Everybody has some
little keepsake, often the least costly,
that he does not want to part with.
Who knows? A little hand has
wrapped it in siik paper and tied it
with blue ribbon, and the ribbon is
around It yet, perhaps the paper, too.
There is a little tender note in the
packet signed with a little tender
name, and it carries indestructibly
the whispers of a tender love. The
little haud has possibly slapped him
since, and rested affectionately befora
the minister In another's palm; but
that little package recalls a lot of
sweetness, and in the seclusion of his
thoughts, even in the ecstasy of a4 new
love, he says to himself, “If I hadn't
found her out!” — San  Francisco
Chronicle.

“Now, JonNxy, you've had a merry
Christmas, and you must be good till
next Christmas to pay for it.” *“Oh,
yes, of course, be good. I don't be-
lieve you can hire me to be good a
whole year for a tin horse and a story
book just like what Bill Junes was
going to trade me for three marbles.

J Not much!™

A Christmas Toast.
Here's 8 round to thee, Dan Chaueer,
At the fostul Christmas time.
Pledge mo, pusts—to the master
Of our gentlo are of rhyme,

To the eldest of our hrothera,
To the honor of his nnme,
To the sweetness of his spivit,
7o the glory of his famn;

To thut volee whose muslc echions
All the centurios nlong,
Prophesylug wet telumplant
In oternity f song.

THE GHOST CHIMES.

IVE minutes to
12—<less than o
quarter of an
hour more, anpd
the Christmas
iwhost chimes will
b Legin to ring”

| Nina Boverly
' stood watching
7 the clock in the
cozy sitting-room
with an eager, ex-
pectant  face as
she spoke. lHer
A mother anxiously
added:

“Dear boys! 1
am sorry I consented to their going.
The storm is rising; it Is a dark,
dreary walk, and after the trouble
about Oscar, I am nervous for them.”

Oscar, her nephew, was the one
spot of gloom haunting an otherwise
bLright and glowing Christmas eve.

He had been staying at the Beverly
home for some weeks, and he and
her boys, Norman and Bob, had got
on together like tried brothers.

Three nights previous, however, a
youthful escapade among the apple
bins in Farmer Drew's barn had led
to the capture of Oscar. The irate

The Httle group of adventuren
had reached the vielnlty of Hemlocl
Hill'without accident, in the mean
time, “This is the wildest night wi
ever came here, Bol," remarked Nop
man. “Whew! that blast euts like ¢
knife. In with you, boys, to shelter)

“Who's got the time?” sing oul
Bob, as he clambered up the ladder

Norman answered from below n
flaring a match and examining hi
timeplece.

“One minute of midnight, Bob,™ I
gang out. “Up with you, buys! DBare
Iy on time, we'll ring out a tune to
night that will wake up the sleepers,’

All gained the second fluor, Ar
ejaculation of concern rang frow
Bob's lips as he groped ahout blindly.

“Boys!” he gasped, “it's no use!”

“Eh?" echoed Norman, *“What
now*"
“The rope! It ain't here. We

4

can't ring, because iv's gonel’

Ding-dong!

“Mercy!”

There was a scramble for the lad-
der, and exclamations of affright.

“We've struck it at last!" groaned
a hollow voice,

“Struck what?” demanded Bob.

“The ghosts!  They're here—the've
stolen the rope—they're ringing the
chimes themselve: —hear them! Oh,
my!" panted the affiighted youth,

Whiz—bang! Something went hart-
ling past Bob's head, and he docked
unceremoniously.,  IFrom above, too,
at that moment, sounded a deep,
sepulchral voice.

“Avaunt! get out! get outl”

“Throwing things—talking Shak-
speare!™ muttered DBob, suspiciousiy,
as his companions basely deserted
him for the floor below. “Real ghosts
don'tdoit. I'm coming upafter you.”

Dauntless Bob grasped the ladder
runaing up in the belfry, Those be-

A ' L

.;\‘

farmer had administered a flogging.
The hot-tempered Osear had rejoined
his cousing smarting from the lashes,
sullen, resentful, uncommurilcative,
except to burst out that he would “get
even with that old curmudgeon if it
took him ten years!”

The next morning, Oscar was foundd

missing. His bed bhad not been slept
in: an open window showed how he
had left the house. IHis mysterious
disappearance could be explained in
only une way: he shrank from the
humiliation of his punishment, and
had left for his home surreptitiously

Oscar had missed a great treat in
leaving so abruptly, Norman and Bob
had told their mother that afternoon.
They and half a dozen boon com-
panions were going up t HHemloek

“FIVE MINUTES

Hill that night to ring the ‘ghost
chimes. What an Inspiring Jaunt
poor Osecar had lost through his folly!
The “ghost chimes” were quite in
inctitution with Fairfleld boyvs. Years
before a wealthy gentleman had bullt
a chureh at Hemlock Hill. For a
time it was the general place of wor-
ship of the district, ‘Then Fairfleld
beeame the populated center, new
churches nearer home attracted the
people, the Hill temple fell into dis-
use, and then decay, and now, win-
dowless, doorless, a1 mournful ruino.
it was given over to bats and owls.
One Christmasg eve, four years
agone, the villagers had been startled
from midnight sleep by the chimes of

the old tower pealing out sweetly the
dawn of another Christmas morn.
The mysterious ringers were never
traced. Boyish gossip discerned a
ghostly hand In the occurrence, and |
since then, at every recurring Christ- |
mis eve, it was considered an act of
royal daring to visit the distant ruin,

On this venture, Norman, Dob
and six doughty eompanions had de-
parted an hour since, and, with a
fond mother's anxiety, Mrs. Beverly
antd Nina were counting the minutes
ticked slow!ly away by the clock.

Midnight!

Strange! ‘The chimes were not
forthecining, the boys were not on
time.

TO TWELVE."

low held their breath. There was a
lapse of execruciating silence, then
half-audible tones in apparent con-
versation, and then ascrambling down

Norman had lighted a bit ot candle
he had found in his poeket.  As its
rays illumined the aparture near the
ladder. he saw two forms clamber
into view.

“I've found the ghost!” announced
Bob Beverly in excited trinmph.

“Oscar!” gasped Norman, staring
vaguely at his brother's comganion.

“Yea, Oscar, it Is, sure and true,”
responded Dob, energoetically.

“What does it mean?” murmured
the boys, crowding about the pale
and shrinking Qscar,

“It means that Oscar has been
laboring under a mistake,” spoke up
Bob. “He was mad at old farmer
Drew for horsewhipping him, and
left our house to tip over his feed
troughs and set his cider butts run-
ning, out of revenge, Dad work, 1'11

L eonfess, Just as he got to Drew's barn

that night he lit & match and it fell
among a heap of straw. e couldn’t
put it out, got seared, and ran. Ie
could see the glare and supposed he
had burned Drew our, house and
baggage. ITe's been hiding in the
old church here ever sinece, and he
tried to scare us away to-night.”

“And all the firedid was to burn
over an old stubble tleld!™ execlaimed
Notman.

“Exactly., Come, Oscar, cheer up,
You say you've suffered like a peni-
tent during yvour two days of starv-
ing and freezing, and 1 guess that
atones for the hot-headed mischicf
you never intended to do.”

“It’s taught me a lesson, all
game," murmured Oscar humbly,

Christmas chimes did not ring that
night from the old church tower, but
Christmas joy was not lacking in
motherly Mrs. Beverly's heart as she
welcomed home the penitent prodigal,

Vicror RADOLIFY,

the

BocieTY Is the atmosphers of souls;
and we necessarily imbibe from it somae-
thing which is elther Infeotions or
heslthlul-—Call,

A Child Enjoys

The pleasant flavor, gentls action and
soothing effect of Byrup of Figs, when
in need of a laxative, and Iif the father
or mother be costive or bilious, the most
gratifying results follow its use; so that
it is the best family remedy known atd
every family should have a bottle.

Shines ALl the Thee.

During the summer months the sun
shines on United Btates territory
twenty-four hours in the duy. When 1t
is G p. m. at Altoo, Alaska, It is 9:30 a,
m, at Eastyort, Me,

A Hernld of the Infant Year,

Clip the last thirty years or more from the
century, and the segment will represent the
term of the unbounded popularity of Hostet-
ter's Btomach Bitters, The openlug of the
year 1803 will be signalized by Lhe appearance
of a fresh Almanac of the Bitters, In which the
uses, derivation and action of this world-fam-
ons medicine will be lucidly set forth, Every-

body should read it. Thes calendar and astro-
nomieal calculstions to be found in this
brochure are always sstoniahingly acourate
and the statistics, illustrations, numur an

other rending matter rioh in Intetest and full
of profit. The Hostetter Company, of Pitts-
burg, Pa., publish it themselves. They em-
ploy more than sixty hands in the mechanical
work, and mors than eleven months in the
vesr are consumed in its preparation. 1t can
be obtained, without cost, of all druggists and
country dealers, and la printed in English,
German, French, Welsh, Norwegian, Swediah,
Holland, Echemian and Bpanish.

Tuene are more ducks in the Chinesa
Fmpire, says an authority, than in all
the worid outside of it. They are kept
by the Celestials on every tarm, on the
public and private roads, on strects of
cities, and on all the lakes, ponds, riv-
ers, streams, and brooks In the country.

$100 Rewnrd. S100.
The readers of this paper will bs Slmnt

to learn that there (s at irast one dresded
disonan that wrelence bhas beon able to cure
fu all {ta sftages, and that s Catarrh.

Hall's Catmrrh Cure is the only positive oure
now kaown to the medicel fraternity, Catarch
being s constitutiooal discnse, requires s con.
stitutional treatment, Haoll's Catarrh Cure (s
taken internally, noting directly upon ths blood
lxl mucous surfaces of the system, theroby
deftroying the foundation of the disense, and
giving the patient strength Ly bulld up tha
constitution and assisting nature in doing ite
work, The proprietors bave so much faith in
{ts purative powers that Lhey offer One Hundred
Dollars for any onse that it falls to eure, Bend
for list of testimonials,

Addreas, F.J, CHENEY & CO., Toledo, 0.

L#%old by Druggists, 750,

Iris impossible to form a good sen-
tence o! the English alphabet using ev-
ery letter only onee,

Fine Playing Cards.

Eond 10 conts In stamrs {9 John Eecbase
tlun, Gen'] Ticket and Paws"Ages, O, R L
& I R'y, Chleago, for a pack of the “Rock
Island» Playing Cards. They are acknowl-
edyged the best, and worth five times the
cost, Send money order or pistal note for
S0¢, and will send fve packs by express,
prepald.

Tae January (holiday number) of
Godey's Magazine will be one of the
finest specimens of periodical literature
ever brought oat. The frontisplece,
printed in twe ve colors, from a water-
ecolor painting by W, Granville Smith,
illustrating the ecomplete novel, “A
Christmas Witeh," by Gertrude Acher-
ton, is a feature never before attempted.
There are also many and brilliant feat-
ures in this numbter, FEvery book-lover
should have this issue of Godey’s.

Important to Fleshy People.

We have notlced n page article In the
Boston Globe on roducing welght at a very
smull expense. It will pay our readers to
send two-coent stump for n copy to Betina
Circulating Library, 86 E Washlogton
street, Chleago, 1L

Tuere are o large number of hyglenls
physicians who clulm that disease s alwuys
the result of & transgression of Nature s
laws, The proprietors of Garfield Tea are
both physizlans, und have devoted years to
teaching the people how to avold slekness
by following Nature's laws They give
away with every package of Garfleld Tos
a little book which they claim will enable
all persons, If dlrections are followed, to
avild sleknoss of all kinds, and to have
no need for Garfield Tea or any other
medicine, !

A GIRL who I3 vain of her little feet
doesn’'t worry much about the size of
her head.—Free Yre=s,

AN EXTENDED POPULARITY. Browx's
BroxcHian Trocngs have for many yours
been the most popular article In use for re-
lleving Coughs and Throat troubles,

A Kixsas CirY farming implement
house intends sending out a young
woman as a drummer next year,

AstamAaTic TrRovsLes and Boreness of
the Lungs or Throat are usually overcoms
by Dr. I) Jayne's Expectorant—o sure
curative for Co'ds.

TeA Is gathered from the plant four
times a year,

Ir afflicted with Bore Eyes, use Dr. Inavoe
Thompson's Eve Water. Druggistssell it 2ie

“EIITS.”
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~_AND CURES.
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